I am your spoil, and therefore I am bold
to bring this ivy that in sliding laces

by wall and tree, fold upon rising fold,
coil upon coil, clips, smothers and embraces*

The crown of ivy, sweet, is yours to hold*
God! that I might about your pillared graces

myself ecstatic exquisitely mould
both day and night in love's unspoken phrases.

Will the time never come when sleeping under
branches as morning, with her bright alarms,
the world awakes to bird-song in the closes,

I kiss your mouth that opens to love's wonder,
and tell my pain while softly in my arms
you lie, all waiting, ivory and roses?
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